ACT ONE
[Pause. All are standing.]
BRIDEGROOM [to the BRIDE]: I'll come tomorrow.
BRIDE: "What time?
BRIDEGROOM: Five.
BRIDE: Til be waiting for you.
BRIDEGROOM: When I leave your side I feel a great emptiness, and
something like a knot in my throat.
BRIDE: When you are my husband you won't have it any more,
BRIDEGROOM: That's what I tell myself.
MOTHER: Come. The sun doesn't wait.
[To the FATHER]
Are we agreed on everything?
FATHER: Agreed.
MOTHER [to the SERVANT]: Good-bye, woman.
SERVANT: God go with you!
[The MOTHER kisses the BRIDE and they begin to leave in silence.]
MOTHER [at the door]: Good-bye, daughter.
[The BRIDE answers with her hand.]
FATHER: I'll go out with you.
[They leave.]
SERVANT: I'm bursting to see the presents.
BRIDE [sharply]: Stop that!
SERVANT: Oh, child, show them to me.
BRIDE: I don't want to.
SERVANT: At least the stockings. They say they're all open work
Please!
BRIDE: I said no.
SERVANT: Well, my Lord. All right then. It looks as if you didn't
-want to get married.
BRIDE [biting her hand in anger]: Ay-y-y!
SERVANT: Child, child! What's the matter with you? Are you sorry
to give up your queen's life ? Don't think of bitter things. Have you
any reason to? None. Let's look at the presents.
[She takes the box.]
BRIDE [holding her by the wri$ts\: Let go.
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